The diſeaſed maiden Lover : 
Being a pleaſant new Song, to an Excellent New Tune, 
Or, ay be ſang to the Tue of, Benny Nell. 
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S went kezth one Summers dap, The pꝛettp Dafic which doth ſhe w 
To view the Peddows frefh and gay, Yer love to Phœbus, bꝛed her woe, 


A pleaſant Bower Jeſpp'd, M hs joys to ſ& his cheerful fare, 
Standing bard by a Rivers ſide. And mourns wh-nh- is not in place: 

And in't I heard a Mayden cry, alack, a'ack. a'ack, quoch ſhe, 

Alas there's nene e're lov'd like l. there's none that ever Lov'd like me. 
J coucbed cloſe to hear her moan, The Flowers cf th ſwat:Þ ſcint, 
With many a ſad and gr ie vous groan, Ohe bound them round with Kk :otted Bent, 
And wilht that J had been the wight - Andas ſhe laid them {if in bands, 
That mioht bave bꝛed her hearts delight: She wept, he wait'a and wzung her hands 

But theſe were all the words that ſhe alas, alas, alas, &c. 

did {till repeat, none loves like me. Falſe man, quoth ſhe, fo2give thee heaven, 
Then round the Peddowes did ſhe walk, As J do wiſh mp ſins fo2given, | 
Catching the Flower by the ſtalk, In bleft Elezium J ſhall fl p, 

Such as within the Peddows grew, When thou with periur*d ſouls ſhalt weep. 
As Dead. mans thumb and Hare-bell blew. Who when they liv'd, did like to thee, 

and as ſhe pluckt them ſtill cry'd ſhe, 1 hat loy*d their loves as thou doſt me. 

alas there's none e ie lov d like me. When the had fii*o her Ap2on full, 

A bed therein ſhe made to lpe, : Df ſuch ſweet Flowers as ſhe could cull, 

Df fine aren things that grew faſt by, The green leaves ſerv'd fo2 a bed, 

Df Poplers and Willow leaves, Whe Flowers pillows foz her head: 

Ok Sicamore and Flaggy ſheaves : Then down ſhe lay. ne'r more did ſpeak, 
and as ſhe pluckt then, &c. Alas, with Love her heart did break. 


The little La k⸗foot ſh d not paſs, 
oz pet the Flowers of thz&-leav'd graſs 
With Pilk-Daids Hony-ſuckles ph2apſe FINGSS 232 
The Crows-foot, noꝛ the pellow Craiſe: 
an a: ſbe pluckt them, &c. 
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The Faithleſs 
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Lover. 


Te the ſame Tune © ' 7 


Hen J had ſn this Uirgins end, 

I ſozrowed as becams a friend, 
And wept to ſee that ſuch a Paid 
Should be by faithleſs love betrap'd : 

But woe ] fear will come to thee, 

That was not true in Love a ſhe. 

The birds did ceaſe their harmony, 
The harmleſs Lambs did ſem fo crp, 
The Flowers thep did hang their bead, 
The flower of Maidens being dead; 

Whoſe Life by death is now ſet free, 

and none did love more dear then ſhe. 
The bubbling bꝛoks did ſeem to moan, 
And ecchoes from the Uallies ito groan, 
Diana's Npmphs did ring ber knelt, 
And to their Nucen the ſame did tell: 

Who vowed by her chaſtitie, 

That none ſnould take revenge but ſhe. 
When as J ſaw her cozps wert cold, 
Jto her Lover went and told, 

What chance untothis Paid b: fell, 
Who ſaid Jam alad ſhe ſped ſo wu: 

Do you think that I ſo fond wou'd be, 

To love no Maid but onely ſhe, 
was not made fo2 one alone, 

1] take delight to h:ar them moan ; 

When one is gone, J will have moze, 

That man is rich that hath moſt ſtoze. 
I bondage hate, I mult live free, 
And nc: be ty d to ſuch as ſhe. 


O Sir remember then (qusth 1) 5 
The power of Heavens All-ſ&ing eye; 
Vl ho doth remember vows kozgot, 
Thouab you deny vou know it not: 
Call to your mind this maiden free, 
The which was wreng'd by none but thee» | 
Quoth he, Jhave a love more fair, 
Beſides, the is her fathers heir, 
A bonny Laſs doth pleaſe my mind, 
That unto me is wond2ous kind: 
Her will I love, and nene bur she, 
Who ſtill shall welcome be to me. 
Jalſe- minded man that ſo would prove, 
Ditlonal to thy deareſt love, 
TWho at her death fo2 the did pꝛap, 
And wiſbt the manp a happy dap: 
I would my Love would but love me, 
Even half ſo well as she lov'd thee; 
Fair Maidens will example take, 
Pouna men will curſe thre fo; her ſake, 
They t foptheir ears unto our plaints, 
End call us Divels ſeeming Saints: 
They'l ſay to day that we are kind, 
To morrow of another mind, 
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